EIGHTH   YEAR.

' I have done the state some service."

SlJAKSPEAHE.

" VAIN pomps and glories of the world, I hate ye/' I
exclaimed, when I entered the Ross theatre; and felt
that an extraordinary portion of fortitude was necessary
to the endurance of its miserable dimensions^ rendered,
no doubt, more apparent, by the remembrance of Drury-*
Lane and Covent-Garden ; but, by persuading myself
that I did hate the pomps and glories of the theatrical
world, I became at last reconciled to their opposltes.
Besides, Ross is in a beautiful neighbourhood; and the
season of blossoms and flowers was ripening into fruit
and seeds, and I felt content in my station, by thinking
my peregrination a summer pleasure excursion! And
pleasant it was on the banks of the Wye, to wander
aaaist those scenes which the rustic muse of Bloomfield
has so wic% described.e while.
